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Luck 


Author's Notes: 
Just a short little something that came to mind while working on my other fic. 


2012. 

Tommy sighed softly, half-listening to what Paul was saying to the roadies, half-spaced out. 

He was standing here with the rest of Kiss, clearing up directions for how the stage should look. 
Tonight was the first warmup date on the supporting tour for their newest album, Monster. 


Of course, Tommy was excited. He was always excited to tour, always excited to put on the Spaceman's 


makeup every night. 


But right now, he just couldn't bring himself to pay attention It didn't really matter, anyway. Paul and Gene 


were the only ones talking, and Eric was taking his forced silence like a trooper. 


Tommy felt like something was missing. 

He felt lonely, and his heart yearned for someone long gone. 

He found himself glancing out over the stadium that'd be filled with people later that night. 
For now there was just one man in general admission- wait, he wasn't there before. 


Tommy squinted at the man, making out blonde hair and a sleeveless vest. Probably security on break, or 


something. 


Tommy watched as the man got closer, and felt his jaw drop once he could make out the man's face. There 


was no way. 
There, trotting up to the stage, was a man Tommy hadn't seen in almost thirty years. 


Once Black ‘N Blue had split up in 1989, Tommy found himself with a Kiss cover band, Cold Gin. Naturally, Jaime 


was with him, but it became more and more clear that they were being taken apart. 

By the time Tommy was with Kiss, Jame had exited his life completely, out of his control. 
But here he was, climbing onto the stage and walking up to Tommy. 

Tommy clamped his hand over his mouth, which had gone dry. 


"Hey, | just wanted to wish you luck on this next tour." Jaime smiled sweetly, as if they saw each other every 


day. 
Tommy squeezed his eyes shut, whimpering a little and leaping into Jaime. 


The singer chuckled, smiling widely as Tommy buried his nose in his still-long, curled blonde locks. He wrapped 


his arms around Tommy's waist, pressing a kiss to the guitarists head. 

Tommy, overwhelmed with emotion, leaned back, smiling widely and staring into his lost lover's eyes. 

He wanted to say something so badly. 

But it seemed actions would do. 

Jaime had the same idea, as they leaned forward and let their lips crash together, hands tangling through hair 


and pulling themselves flush against the other's body. Tommy could feel the burn of his bandmates’ eyes on 


him, but he couldn't bring himself to focus on much more than the feeling of Jaime's lips on his own, the rush 


of emotion that he hadn't felt in so, so long. 


Jaime's hands were wandering, gently squeezing at Tommy's hips and running up and down his back. The 


guitarist melted into the touch, becoming more or less putty in Jaime's hands. 
Breathing was becoming a problem. 

Tommy broke off the kiss with a soft gasp. 

"j" 

"Shh" Jaime laughed softly, twirling some of Tommy's jet-black hair around his finger. 


A few more chaste kisses were exchanged, and their arms found their way back where they belonged: 


Tommy's around Jaime's shoulders, Jaime's on Tommy's waist. 


Tommy gave a small, lopsided grin, a blush tinting his cheeks. All the words he wanted to be screaming, Jaime 


was already hearing. It was like falling in love all over again with just a single touch. 
Tommy let a little chuckle slip through his lips, feeling Jaime pull him closer. 


"I've missed you." 


